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APATHY 


| started out feeling like | was crawling out of my skin. | understood 
why babies screamed coming into the world. Maybe they were onto 
something. Day in and day out | would lie awake, unmoving. 
unfeeling. Nothing changed and | didn’t think anything would. The 
doctors told me it seemed like a torturous existence. My mother told 
me it seemed like it was blown out of proportion. My sister said 
nothing. And then there was me. Lying on the bed motionless and 
speechless yet screaming and clawing to get out already. 


| couldn't recall how we met because it was so intertwined with me. 
It made me feel like | never took a breath without it and | never 
would. You were everywhere, cackling and whispering in my ear, 
laughing at some secret joke I'd never understand. | didn’t see what 
it really was until it came flowing out of me and all! could think 
about was how Pandora must have felt when she opened the box. 


You sat on my chest, robbing me of my sanity and my air. You fed me 
vinegar when | begged for water and silenced me when | started to 
scream. You locked my doors, my windows, and you just cackled and 
whispered. You are nothing if not consistent. 


I've heard of you my whole life, so you felt like an old friend. 
Everyone knew you or knew someone who knew you. But | don’t 
want to be everyone. | want to feel the sun on the face, and | want to 
breathe in until my lungs beg for release. | want to crawl back into 
my skin for once. | am not wrong to want to feel and live and love 
everything. | will not be Atlas for crimes | didn’t commit. 


So, | decided to make you squirm. Detangle yourself from me. | don’t 
want you anymore and | certainly don't need you. Leave. Before | 
whisper in your ear and sit on your chest and suck the air from your 
lungs. 


| sat upright in the bed, feeling the eyes of doctors and my family on 
me. Emboldened, | took a breath and began. | tortured you in front of 
their eyes with relish. They looked on with passive horror as you 
wept this time. | closed my eyes and let the feelings of ecstasy wash 
over me. Then, | opened my eyes and smiled for the first time in 
years. 
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A GUIDE TO CHRONIC MIGRAINES 


Don’t wear hats: constriction makes it worse. Use hoods to block out light. 

Don't punch a door; try shower curtains. 

Keep kids’ milk cartons in the fridge to coat your stomach for 4:25am ibuprofen. 

Take 600mg of N-Acetyl L-Cysteine every day to counteract the hole that ibuprofen will 
burn in your stomach. $16.79 for 60 on Amazon. 

Know it’s not insanity to say the pain isn’t the worst. Forming thoughts like holding fish, 
the inability to read past a comma when you know what you should be able to do? Yeah, 
it’s maddening. 

Live like crypt-creature. Drawn shades, lamps, backlit keyboards. 

Friend: one who sees you at your lowest. Example (only): room, mine. 

Know there is no violence you can do to what has no body. If only you could grasp it, 
you feel like you could fight it. But no, you never can. The pain’s intangible, untouchable, 
all-consuming. Get a Dammit Doll and smash the stuffing out. 

It doesn’t matter what the doctor said about becoming NSAID reliant—you also have to 
be functional. Humans are cephalized: all our major sensory organs are in our heads. 
Sight, sound, thoughts, love, life—there’s no escape. 

Punch the door—use your palm, not fist. Buy incandescents. Stop eating gluten. Join a 
rock-climbing gym. Drink red grape juice every morning. 

When you feel so done, so done about to shatter? 

You shatter 

You scream 

Into your pillow and pray no one and anyone hears you 

Then you keep going 


Because your head doesn’t give a damn 


A mother’s day letter 
Dear Mom, 


This is a letter on my thoughts. An opportunity to say what is necessary 
without actually speaking. It’s easier for me to categorize things so here it 
is. 


eyes Your eyes are tired. [hey always are unless you're in your element. 

r drunk. They are frustrated with me often. Sometimes they look 
concerned, but I can no longer tell what is real. Mine cry for help, but 
yours remain unchanging and just tired. ; 


hair You're more frustrated with your hair than you are with me. It’s 
greying, but you don’t mind that part. You care that it’s thinning. You 

earch for something to quench its thirst, tame it, force it to your mold. 
You should have learned with me that nothing will be captured or tamed 
if it is not willing. And yet you go on applying. And you pray for a 
change. But what you must have is acceptance. Accept us. 


hands A loaded one. You create with your hands. You heal with your 
hands. And yet I fear them the most. They open doorways but hold back 
the most scared parts of me. They hurt me once and never again. That 
was enough. Yet, | need to remind tH cay that I’m grown now, I’m free, 
Ae ! shouldn't be afraid anymore. Why am I still so afraid of these 

ANS f - 


spine I see the pain in your back from carrying us. It is too strong 
sometimes. The backbone is made of steel and sometimes it feels like 
you're bludgeoning me to death. Please stop. I'm begging you. We love 

_ your strength. lt carries us forward. But like your hands, don’t let it hurt 
me. 


elbow You hit them all the time. 1 follow soon thereafter. One of the 
many sharp angles that make you my mother. Who hurt you? I see all 
the sharp angles filled with sensitive nerves. | hope to never strike one. 
It’s too pairtful. 


- 
legs Yourdlegs carry you forward. Slowly, but surely. Even when you 
don't want to. | know it’s hard. Your legs propel you toward me and 

‘sometimes I’m afraid, but | always welcome it. I’m learning not to be 
afraid of your footsteps. And not feel obligated to follow in them. | 

. know you don’t like them, but it’s ok it brings you forward, 


You're learning, growing. And it’s ok to release your clenched fists, let 
your bals down, smooth those sharp angles, and mave forward. Look 
orward. Happy Mother's Day. . ; 
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thank you all for your support 
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Just give us 3a touch, and let me down slow 


You call the shots, babe 


| just wanna be yours 


Wel, Pus has got to de he most Pathetic 
of losing my mind. i 


Rumning hot water ovey my hands, 


Kicking my legs baCK And forth 
Against he Sheets, just qo feel Some Wavinth 


Turning Wp the volume so] Cavit heow 
tre people outside my Window, 


fry world qeing om Without me. 


Anika’s Sin 


Her eyes open to the enlightened 
darkness To a mysterious figure 
passing by Resting in the corner 
of her room 
Or possibly the moldy confines of 
her mind Its hair is criss-crossed 
stitches of decay Dry and 
crumbling to the touch 
Skin purpling and murky Yet its 
shape is lush 


It smiles 


With teeth like water spots in the 
ceiling 


She stays quiet, pained Realizing 
it’s familiar She wonders, 


“Has anyone shown you care? The 
sacrifices given 
Or the loved shared? 

The cutting of dying tresses And 
removal of ingrown hairs? Perhaps, 
the cleansing of skin Scrubbing 
with honey and cinnamon So it’s 
pleasant to breathe you in?” 


To be unkempt is sin 
To lose sense of beauty is poison 


She crosses the room and takes its 
hand Whispering, 
“T understand.” 
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Item Price 


Tabloid $5.99 
Body Dysmorphia $0 


Depression $0 
Anxiety $0 
Eating Disorder $0 
Stress $0 
Low Confidence $0 
Low Self Esteem 8) 
Panic Attacks $0 
Obesophobia $O 


No Refunds or Returns 


Savings This Trip _ 
10 for the Price of 1! 
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